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               Longhouse Autumn

            

            
               
                  An attic room stuffed with heat. I write at the window.

                          Houseflies fizz out of the decaying frame,

                                  one every few seconds,

                                  as if they’re breeding there.

                  Outside is a thicket of apple-trees, a japonica,

                          roses the orange of a one-bar fire,

                                  a smear of sea beyond.

               

               
                  They built their houses long here. I live in half of one,

                          a whitewashed slump of stone in the crook of a lane.

                                  When I stand outside

                                  on my forecourt of cobbles,

                  the village feels Mediterranean, dry as a gecko

                          and crumbly as the unearthed fragments of some

                                  terracotta civilisation.

               

               
                  The hedge is stippled with blackberries, an anthracite harvest

                          too rich even for the pigeons to finish.

                                  The semolina and jam

                                  of their droppings spatters the road

                  between strip fields spiked with rusty farm machinery.

                          It leads to a church weatherproofed with slate

                                  and tending its flock of gravestones.

               

               
                  I walk on the low cliffs, doorsteps of sand and pebbles

                          above the pick-and-mix shingle of the beach,

                                  my path strewn with flotsam:

                                  flotation-pods of seaweed,

                  crabshells, the fanned-out spindrift of plastic bottles,

                          and, nesting in the bushes, a leathery

                                  mummified dogfish. 

               

               
                  I share the evenings with someone else’s furniture,

                          balancing on the brink of an armchair

                                  to warm myself at the rose

                                  of my one-bar fire

                  that cowers in a baronial hearth, its chimney

                          rising straight to the night sky. Peer up it

                                  and a star peers back.

               

               
                  I read, adrift in my double bed. Seaweed-green wallpaper

                          lurks around the perimeter of the lamplight.

                                  When I switch off the day

                                  the dark comes up to my face,

                  and I hear its weight pressing on timbers and bedsprings.

                          The village floats off through the night. I must swim

                                  to catch up with it.
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                  Through my office window, the sea grows bushes of shadow.

                          Rivers of clarity crack the blue into plates.

                                  It looks for a moment as if

                                  you could walk on it.

                  There’s a drowned country out there, the Parish of Underneath.

                          If I gaze long enough it starts to loom back,

                                  blurry with eye-water.

               

               
                  A funny taste in the light, the copper tang of late afternoon.

                          Sunset’s a rose and lemon confection of clouds

                                  around the blood-yolk of sun

                                  breaking into the sea,

                  and the dark arrives in waves of iron-filing birds

                          that swivel and balloon over the shoreline

                                  till the pier sucks them down. 

               

               
                  We drive through the green convolutions of Wales, past a rock

                          that’s famous for its splurge of graffiti,

                                  Cofiwch Dryweryn – Remember

                                  a village gone under

                  the steel lid of a metropolitan reservoir.

                          Evening keeps gaining on us, till the bus

                                  is a box of dirty light.

               

               
                  I step into a carboniferous night, the sweetness of coal-smoke,

                          the amber of windows. I must go further

                                  through fields made spooky by

                                  the forms of grazing sheep

                  and a transit of pillowy wings, a barn owl.

                  In the mass of sea blustering behind my longhouse

                                  it’s already winter.

               

            

         

      

   


   
      
         

         
            
               Mere

               for John Barnie

            

            
               
                  Today the mere turns a blind eye to the white overhead,

                  but when the wind gets up it shivers in its sequins.

               

               
                  There is blue in the bands around the stem of the dragonfly,

                  a few tatters of sunlight in the flowers of the yellow flag.

               

               
                  A heron mimes a pond ornament in the shallows,

                  as a mallard takes off from its runway of splashes.

               

               
                  The air above the bulrushes is granular with midges.

                  On the surface a pond-skater pilots a flotilla of dimples.

               

               
                  The metallic swivelling of roaches is no guide.

                  Following those arrows will get you nowhere.

               

               
                  There’s a green finer than we can see, the hydra budding its offspring.

                  Another mere laps within the cell wall of the amoeba.
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